JACK  FROST'S   CHILDREN

the sudden return of Klimov from lunch. Until that
moment she had felt that she was acting as a little ambas-
sadress of Soviet children in initiating me into their problems,
treasures and achievements. Now Klimov had to take
charge, and although he treated her tactfully and without
patronage she felt that her part had come to an end.

First we talked of the children's book. He told me how he
had selected seventy of the most gifted 200 competitors whom
the 2000 scouts of Igarka had chosen to write their biography.
He spent every afternoon with them, setting out the pro-
gramme for their literary work. Each child took over a
particular task of investigation and reporting. Within a
month the story was read to the others, who criticized and
corrected, called this phrase artificial, that picture unreal,
this character untrue to life, that technical detail too poorly
explained. All Klimov did was to correct their grammar
and spelling, or to suggest a more effective distribution of
illuminating highlights and contrasting shades.

I have picked a few items from the book, with the authors'
permission to reproduce them here :

CHILDREN'S BOOK
FRIEND NARSO

One day in the summer of 1935 father called for us all to
travel to the other side of the Yenisei, in order to set nets
there and to capture our own fish. We ran merrily and
willingly to the bank and there saw that we were not going
alone: in the boat was already a Neniets tribesman,
Nikifor Narso, who worked at the factory as interpreter.

We set out. The weather was very still, the sun shone
brightly; above our heads from time to time ducks flew and
gulls circled. To the measured creak of the rowlocks,
Narso told us:

"You may think this is a little river. But from the factory
to the other shore is 45 versts. Here in the middle of the

207